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divinity out of the Songs of Solomon, much loss out of the erotic and bacchanalian songs of Hafiz. Hafiz himself is determined to defy all such hypocritical interpretation, and tears off Ins turban and throws it at the head of the meddling dorvia, and throws his glass after the turban. Nothing is too high, nothing too low, for his occasion. Love is a leveller, and Allah becomes a groom, and heaven a closet, in his daring hymns to his mistress or to his cupbearer. This boundless charter is the right of genius/ So it is, and there are no doubt many poems in which Hafiz means no more than what he says. No one would search for any but the most obvious meaning in such Anacreontic verses as the following:
* Wine two years old and a damsel of fourteen are sufficient society for mo, above all companions, great and small/
* How delightful is dancing to lively notes and the cheerful melody of the flutes,  especially when we touch the hand of a beautiful girl!'
'Call for wine, and scatter flowers around: what more canst thou ask from fate? Thus spake the nightingale this morning: what eayest thou, sweet rose, to his precepts ? *
* Bring thou a couch to the garden of roses, that thou  mayest  kiss  the  cheeks and  lips  of  lovely damsels,   quaff  rich   wine,   and   smell   odoriferous blossoms.'
But no one acquainted with the East,would doubt that some kind of half-erotic, half-mystic poetry, was a recognised style of poetry among Mohammedans, was tolerated and admired alike by laity and clergy. Nor